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Contest Winners 
Two blue-ribbon tales 
by AG readers 


Look What’s Happening 
Coast to Coast! 

See what girls all over the 
country are doing—and 
what you can do, too! 


Treasures of the Sea 
One girl works to save 


endangered sea turtles. 


On the Cover i 


July/August 1997 


Meet Jordanne Stark, 
age 11. Jordanne likes 
the ocean so much, 
you might think she’s 
a mermaid. She even 
went on a three-day 
snorkeling trip at her 
Florida summer camp. 
“I saw lots and lots of 
fish,” she says. But not 
asingle mermaid was 
in sight! 


Cover photo: Tosca Radigonda 


etters from You 


Girls Take Charge! (@, 
In the March/April issue 
I loved “Girls Take Charge.” 
My favorite story was about 
how Dilan McAlister fixed 
dolls and gave them to the 
homeless. The more I read 
about Dilan and the other 
girls, the more it inspired me 
to help. Keep up the good 
work, girls! 


Amanda Lakersk. 


Age 11, California 


Perfectly Unique 
I read about Jennifer Fata’s 
“perfect” handwriting in the 
March/April issue. I think 
“perfect” writing is really your 
own writing in your own 
unique style. Handwriting 


should be an expression of you. 


Age 12, Texas i) 


Stick to It 
I thought of a great idea for the 


Tiny Treasures craft in your 
March/April issue. You could 
hot-glue magnets on the backs 
of the bulletin board and 
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bookshelf or on the bottom 
of the cake. It’s a great way to 
decorate your refrigerator! 


Cock, 


Age 11, Alabama 


More Marissa! 
I have read Marissa Moss’s 
“Amelia Writes Again” in the 
March/April issue and the 
other one you printed before. 
I LOVE THEM! Is there any 
way I can write to Marissa? 
rg gr ee 

Age 11, Illinois 

Marissa would love to hear from 
you! Write to: Marissa Moss, c/o 
Tricycle Press, P.O. Box 7123, 
Berkeley, CA 94707. And here’s 
even greater news! Look for a 
regular Amelia comic strip starting 


in the next issue of American Girl. 


Oodles of Thanks 

Thank you for “Oodles of 
Doodles” in the March/April 
issue. I’ve spent $15 on drawing 
books, but your directions 
made it so, so, so much easier! 


Ponekye Dell 


Age 10, Pennsylvania 


Illustrations: Mary Lynn Blasutta 
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Winner of a 1996 
Parents’ Choice 
Gold Award | 
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Illustrations: Paul Meisel 


Buzzword 


American girls everywhere will be 
using this buzzword this season: 


wayfarer 


How to say it: WAY-fair-er 


What it means: a traveler, especially 
one on foot 


Where it comes from: Break it down! 
Way can mean “road,” as in “She 
took the long way home.” Back in 
the year 1000, the word fare meant 
“voyage.” 


One way to use it: “With their maps 
ready and backpacks on, Alissa and 
the other wayfarers were ready to 
begin their hike.” 


The buzzword is tucked somewhere 
into this issue of American Girl. 
Can you find it? 


ISEXpres 


State Your Name 


So you think you’re good at geography. Did you know Dakota is in 
Kentucky? Dakota Virginia Willimon, that is. 

Dakota, age 11, is one of many girls whose names are the same 
as one of the 50 states. She is named after her grandmothers, Ruby 
Dakota and Virginia. Says Dakota, “I am named for two grand- 
mothers and four states—North Dakota, South Dakota, Virginia, 
and West Virginia!” 

We found a mapful of readers with all-American monikers. 
While we couldn’t print all your names, we give every last one of 
you a stately salute. For a puzzle about towns that have girls’ 
names, see page 43! 


Montana. Phineas Age 8, Ohio Dakota Zirvel Age 10, lowa 
Dakote Derryberry age 10, indiana Montano. Wich age 11, california 
Oud, Hamed Wir Age 12, Indiana ss di —_—* Age 10, Illinois 


Newade Reva Age 14, Pennsylvania 


hatin AWo.shimgi> Age 12, Delaware 


Droge Bucher nge 11, New York 
Cmuma. Meno Age 11, Florida 
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Song Contest 


We know it’s summer, but close your 
eyes for a moment and think about 
Pilgrims, turkey, and crowds of 
relatives. . . . Got the picture? It’s 
Thanksgiving! Now sing about it. 


1 Write a Thanksgiving song to 
the tune of “Jingle Bells.” It can be 
heartfelt or funny, silly or sappy. 
We'll print our favorites in the 
November/December 1997 issue. 


2 Send your song to Song Contest, 
American Girl, 8400 Fairway Place, 
Middleton, WI 53562. Be sure to 
include your name, address, and 
birthdate. CONTEST DEADLINE: 
August 7, 1997. 


Rok 


é 


Visit AG On-line! 
Can’t get enough of American Girl? 
If you have a computer and access 
to the Internet at school or home, 

take a look at American Girl’s Web 
site: http://www.americangirl.com 


It’s full of activities and games for 
» every day of the week, stories to 

read, polls to answer, even Help! 

questions you can answer yourself! 
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Message in a Bottle ; 


Surprise a faraway friend with a special delivery this summer: a note 
and goodies tucked in an empty plastic bottle! Start with a clean, dry, 
16- to 20-ounce bottle that has the label removed. A smooth bottle— 
one without ridges on the sides en 


* 


All Bottled Up 


To send your bottle, follow these directions from the U.S. Postal Service. 


Be sure the lid is 
screwed on tightly. 


Be sure your return Tape the address Don’t leave the Send only plastic 
address is on the securely to the bottle bottle in the mailbox! bottles, not glass. 
bottle. You may want _— with clear packing Have it weighed at 

to tuck it inside also, tape. Wrapthe tape the post office and 

on a folded note. around the bottle. sent first-class mail. 


GirksExpress 


in = a 
Winging It c 
Nikki Ross has a lot of contact with flying | a O 


saucers. Luckily, Nikki’s saucers aren’t from | 


| outer space. The Pennsylvania ten-year-old is Your answers: 
a Frisbee fanatic—and her awesome Frisbee | Hold on tight! In the March/April 


tricks are out of this world. issue, we asked you to pick your 
| favorite amusement-park attraction. | 


Now sit back and enjoy the ride! 


Water ride: 811 
Roller coaster: 617 


Two years ago, Nikki was the youngest 
finalist ever at the World Junior Frisbee Disc | 
> Contest. Facing kids nearly twice her age, she 
To catch a disc that’s won the discathon, a throw-and-run obstacle | 
thrown low, put your course. Last fall, she was a finalist again. | Merry-go-round: 186 
re Nikki’s favorite event is freestyle, where she | Tilt-a-Whirl: 173 


thrown high, put your 
| Ferris wheel: 126 


thumbs on the bottom. performs a short routine to music. Some of the 
ed under-the-leg catch, she practiced the trick ten times a day. | 
| 


Photo: J. Jorgenson 


Next question: 


Where would you most like to 
| have Thanksgiving dinner? 


tricky moves take weeks to perfect. To learn the guidess, a complicat- 
“It felt great to catch my first one,” says Nikki. But she’s not ready 
to rest. “Now,” she says, “I’m trying to do it with my left hand.” 


True Story 


Cheryl learns not to roam when the buffalo are home. 


se. ———-—- 


A. The White House | 
B. Melissa Joan Hart’s house | 
| C. Your grandparents’ house 

| Tell us why: 


Dear American Gir] 
——/ 


Stay away from the buffal 


best to. stay awa 


sn OL Wouy [leva poue SAQ/MSVE anol 4N0 4D 


“Buffalo! Buffalo” Fun down the hill, 


llowed him, 5 

Nv ' ut my sist : 

Yeah, ri ” €r and I ju 

Behind us was tight.” Then, Slowly wel by) just laughed 
@ huge buffalo! ww, ted around. 

Screaming | * We ran down the hilj 


Sincerely, 
Chek Se 


Age 12) California 


Write to Us! 


Send your response to the AG 
Poll, along with your answers to 
other questions in Girls Express, 
to the address below. Include your 
name and birthday—date, month, 
and year. 


AmericanGi! 
Girls Express SE 


8400 Fairway Place 
Middleton, WI 53562 


[Help Wanted! —! 
| We'd like you to create some | 
imaginary new holidays. Tell us 

what you want to celebrate, when, | 
and how. Your holiday can be silly 

| or sincere. Would you celebrate 
| National Dog Day by letting Fido | 
eat at the table while you eat on 

the floor? Would you create a day | 
to honor an overlooked relative? 

| Be creative! | 


— 


answers and mail them to vs. 
, 


ee —— —_ 


Cut ovt your 


V 


a 
——e ee 
| 
| 
| | 
L 


| 
| 
| 
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Silly Souvenirs 


From states that are rainy and states 
that are sunny—your souvenirs 
were fantastic and funny! 


Albuquerque, New Mexico, holds the 

world’s largest balloon fiesta every year 

in October. This souvenir is a wind sock 
that looks like a hot-air balloon. 


Deborch Francisco 
Age 9, New Mexico 


My idea for Texas is a cowgirl 
that sways back and forth ona 
spring to go on dashboards or 
desks. It’s the Dancing Cowgirl. 


Stefome Fred 


Age 12, Texas 


Arizona is known 


for its cacti. I was in 


my room trying to 


think of what to draw when 


I saw my brush and a piece 
of cactus stationery. Put 
them together and you get 
a spiky hairbrush! 


Armin L.jee, 


Age 11, Arizona 


qi My Ha ha 
at gd 


 @) The word sowenir comes from the French word meaning “to remember.” 


Benjamin Franklin lived most of his life in 
Pennsylvania, so I drew Ben Franklin slip- 
pers. Don’t let your pet get hold of them! 


Sara. Cornish 


Age 10, Pennsylvania 


a ee 


New York City is called the Big Apple, 


An apple backpack fits where I live. 


10, L peor 


My souvenir is a 

St. Louis Arch head- 
band. Since the real 
arch is in the shape of a head- 
band, I thought this would 

be a good idea. I see the arch 


a lot! 


Abby Schnitzer 


Age 11, Missouri 


and most girls here wear fancy backpacks. 


My souvenir is a shower- 
head that says “Oregon” 


on it. Itrains so much o ( t & 
in Oregon it’s like taking a - | |. 
shower every day! P f j ® |) 
Cheloex Kflotts | m 1 
Age 13, Oregon y 3 ‘ @ 


My state souvenir 
is a flower lamp 


~ for NewJersey, 
the Garden State! 


Audt ey Mayo 


™ age 10, New Jersey 


I live in Iowa. It’s 


oe 
v 
one of the states P rwyy 
' that grows a lot of ae vy 
. . ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 
corn and soybeans. Since it | y an Ft 
also gets a lot of snow in ¥ i | 
| 
| 


winter, I thought a snow 
globe would be best. I used 
corn in place of snow. 


Elbe 


Age 9, lowa 


bnoho 


F narie Chicken. 


Does the high dive give you hives? 


Do roller coasters make you quake? Should L” 


Feeling chicken 
means to feel 


nervous or 
uneasy about doing something. 
You might want to learn to play 
an instrument, but you feel 
chicken. If you really like that 
instrument, you should try it! 
If you don’t, you'll miss out on 
something you wanted to do. 


“Rese Mar, Rockarler 


Age 11, Michig 


Once I was at an 
amusement park 


and there was a 
scary roller coaster. My friend 
asked if I wanted to go on, and 
I said no. She told me there 
was nothing to be afraid of, but 
she wasn’t going to force me to 
do something I didn’t want to 
do. She made me feel better 


about being afraid. 
Serrayd ongalle 
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True friends 
will never force 
you to do any- 
thing that you don’t want to 
do. If they force you, they 
aren’t your friends. 


Wore 


Age 11, New Jersey 


One time I felt 
chicken about 


going down the 
ski slope on my snowboard. 
I didn’t tell anyone, though, 

because it was my first 

time on a snowboard and 

I didn’t want to look stupid. 

If you feel chicken, 

tell some- 
body, and 
maybe 


they will give | 
you some 
good advice. 


Sunnie. Vole 


Age 10, Colorado 


If you want 
to try anew 
activity, go 
ahead! Don’t expect 
to be perfect 
the first time. 


There’s a first 
for everything. 


Age 16, California 


When I feel 
chicken, I ask 
myself if the 
activity is some- 
thing new and different, or 


something I truly don’t think is 
right at all. If it is number one, 
I try it. It might be fun. If it is 
number two, I don’t try it. My 
conscience is telling me that 
it’s wrong, and you should 
always go with what your 
conscience says. 


Illustrations: Laura Cornell 


Most people feel 
chicken to try 


something new 
hae ause they’re afraid to fail. 


Cristina Coon 
Age 10, New Jersey 


When I started 
ballet, I was so 


self-conscious. 

I thought everyone would say, 
“What a lousy dancer!” My 
teacher said, “I’d rather have 
you make a mistake and enjoy 
it than do the steps perfectly 
with your head hanging down.” 


Age 13, ria a 


I had never 
been on a roller 


coaster, and I 
was scared. I told myself the 
worst thing that could happen 
was I would throw up. I went 
on, and I loved it! Think 
about the worst thing that 
could happen. If 
it’s really bad, 
you probably 
shouldn’t do 
what you’re 
scared of doing. 


Shanthi Monraan 


Age 12, California 


I signed up for 
karate, but when 


I got there I was 
afraid and sat out half of the 
class. Another girl was scared 
and was sitting out with me. 
We decided to 
go to the class 
together. Going 
with someone 


else helped. 


Catlin Wh 


Age 9, Michiga 


My class goes 
swimming every 
Friday. The first 
time we went I was scared 

to go off the high dive. But 
my class encouraged me 


and I tried it. Now when any- 
body else is scared, I cheer 


them on. 


Kotin Wideman 


Age 11, Oregon 


If there isa 

game you want 
to play but you 
don’t know how, sometimes 


you feel chicken. My advice 
is to just ask someone, 
“Will you teach me?” 


my Jacob 


Am , New York 


If you slowly but 
surely take risks, 


try new things, 


and don’t shrivel up every time 


a challenge is given to you, 
eventually you'll be more 
free-willed, daring, and bold 
than ever before. 


(YY) aur Jacro 


Age 13, Illi 


Speak from 
Your Heart 


Next subject: Racism. Tell us about 
a time someone discriminated 
against you because of race, or 
when you saw it happen to some- 
one else. What happened? Why? 
How did you feel? What did you 


do? Have you ever discriminated? 


Send answers, name, age, and a 
school picture to: AmericanGirl 
8400 Fairway Place, Middleton, 
WI 53562. While we can print 
only 10 to 12 letters in each 
Heart to Heart, we read and 


learn from each one! 


Deadline: August 7, 1997. Some 
answers will appear in the | 


January/February 1998 issue. 
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icia Reilly Giff 
dok Lily’s Crossing 


Kien 


‘Two's raging. France has been captured by the 


G rman Nazis, and every day more American men leave home to join 
the fight. Yet Lily never dreams her own Poppy might go, too. 


ily dipped the oars into the water, 
veering toward the railroad station, 
hurrying, anxious to see Poppy. 

The railroad trestle looped across the bay, flat 
against the water. Lily bent over the oars, wonder- 
ing what Poppy would tell her about on the way 
back... probably how hot it was at home in St. 
Albans and how much he missed her and wished 
he could be here at the summer place with her 
and Gram instead of coming out only for week- 
ends. She smiled to herself, thinking about it. 

She saw the smoke from the engine before she 
spotted the train. A moment later, it pulled into the 
station, and there was her father, waving his news- 
paper at her. She waved back, rowing fast toward 
the dock, and held the boat steady, stroking, until 
Poppy pulled off his shoes and hopped in. 

“Want to row?” she asked, leaning across for 
akiss. 
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He shook his head, smiling, the lines around 
his eyes crinkling. 

“This is my favorite place,” he said. “It’s home, 
even though it’s only for the summer, and Mom 
always loved it, too.” 

Lily nodded, thinking of her mother who had 
died when Lily was a baby. She took a breath. 
Tomorrow they’d fish all day, the-boat smelling 
of kerosene, and tomorrow night, she and Poppy 
would walk to the Cross Bay theater for a movie. 
Then on Sunday, after Mass, they’d read, finish 
Evangeline or... 

“T have to tell you...” Poppy’s eyes were open 
now, his face suddenly serious. He reached out, 
put his hand on the oars. “I have to go too. came 
tonight to tell you.” 

She didn’t look at him. 

“The army needs engineers,” Poppy said. 

For a moment she felt as if she couldn’t 


Illustrations: Dan Brown 


breathe. “Who’s going to take care of me?” 


“Gram,” he said. “Gram, of course.” 

Gram. She and Gram all alone in St. Albans this 
winter, the wind rattling around the house. 

“Please,” she said, but she didn’t even know if 
she’d said it aloud. 

Poppy put his hand over hers. “Listen. People 
are being killed just for disagreeing with the 
Nazis, or being Jewish.” 

“T’m sick of the war,” she said. 

Poppy sighed. “There’s been nothing but 
destruction in this war, families separated, 
villages ruined, cathedrals bombed. ...” 

She opened her mouth, trying to think of 
something to say, something that would change 
his mind. 

“But right behind the armies will be people like 
me,” he said. “The engineers, the builders. We’re 
the ones who'll help put Europe back together.” 


“Where will you go?” 

He shook his head. “It could be anywhere. 
England, maybe, or Germany.” 

“I won’t even know where you are.” 

“Yes, you will,” he said. 

Lily shook her head. “Mrs. Colgan doesn’t 
know where her brother is. She said the censors 
cross everything out in the letters. She can’t even 
guess what country.” 

Poppy squeezed her hand. “I promise, I'll find 
a way to let you know, somehow. I love you, Lily. 
I love you more than anything.” 

Lily edged the boat toward the dock. Gram 
was outside, her hand cupped over her eyes, 
waiting for them. 

“What will Gram say?” Lily asked. “She'll hate 
it. I know she will.” 

Poppy moved his hand, held it over Lily’s 
wrist on the oar. “Gram knows.” 
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Lily stared at him. “You told Gram first. You 
knew about it. Both of you keeping a secret... 
not telling me...” 

She shook his hand off her wrist, feeling 
tears hot in her eyes, a terrible burning in her 
throat, feeling angry enough to burst. 

The next day, as soon as it was light, Lily was 
out the door, barefoot. She stayed away all 
morning while Poppy boarded a train and left to 
be a soldier. Gram could hardly speak to her 
afterward, mumbling once, “... terrible that 
you didn’t come back to say good-bye to your 
father.” 

Lily knew it was terrible, she didn’t need 
Gram to tell her that. For two days she 
awakened with a pain in her chest, almost like 
a woodpecker banging away at her ribs. If only 
she had gone home on Saturday morning. 

Just a few minutes would have made all the 
difference. And now she might not see Poppy 
for years, she might be grown up and he 
wouldn’t even recognize her. 

She had written to him, though, a long “I’m 
sorry” letter. She had sent it to the address that 
he had left on her bed. It was a strange address, 
full of numbers and letters, that didn’t even tell 
where he was. 


ot long after, Lily and Gram had 

dinner at the Orbans’, who lived 

just down the row. Their nephew, 
Albert, a Hungarian boy, was there. Albert’s par- 
ents had been killed by the Nazis for publishing a 
newspaper, and his grandmother had sent him 
and his little sister to France. Albert was put ona 
ship for America, but his sister Ruth was sick 
with measles and had to stay hidden in France, 
where the Nazis were. 
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Lily and Albert began to spend all their time 


together. Sometimes they sat on the shore 
hoping to see troopships. Once, they sneaked out 
at night and took the rowboat into the bay. 

“T have only Ruth left. Ruth is my family,” said 
Albert. He stopped then and pointed. “Look.” 

She turned and saw it too. The first ship looked 
like a flat chunk of coal on the water, so far out 
she wasn’t even sure it was a ships But then a sec- 
ond one appeared on the horizon, moving out of 
the mist. It was a huge ship, its top a tangle of 
turrets and masts. 

“Ships,” said Albert. “Going to Europe.” 

Later, when Lily thought about it, she couldn’t 
imagine saying what she said next, it was just that 
she had been thinking that someday soon, even 
today, Poppy could be crossing out there, almost 
in front of her. 

“I’m going too,” was what she said. “At night. 
I’m going to row right out, and swim the last bit.” 


It sounded wonderful, and she could see he was 
listening. 

“You could do that?” he asked. 

“Of course.” And, just for a moment, it almost 
seemed possible. She could see herself reaching 
the troopship, climbing aboard, sailing to Europe 
to find Poppy. 

“Will you teach me to swim?” he said after a 
while. 

Lily blinked. “Swim?” she repeated. “Yes, 
but...” 

“T want to go with you to Europe.” 

“All right,” she said, not quite looking at him. 

She began to row. Tell him right now, she told 
herself. Tell him it’s just too far, the water’s too 
rough. 

But she didn’t. Instead, she rowed faster, 
thinking this was truly the worst lie she had 
ever told. 

The next day, the first letter came from 
Poppy. Lily slid her fingernail under the flap 
and slid out the tissue-paper letter. 

“Lily,” it began. “My dearest daughter.” 

She closed her eyes and held the letter her 
father had held in his own hands just a few days 


ago. She read the rest of it quickly: 


At the very bottom he had written, “Don’t forget 
to finish those books, Madeline and A Tale of Two 
Cities, and especially The Three Musketeers.” 

Lily frowned. Strange that Poppy had written 
that. He had read Madeline to her a hundred 
years ago, when she was six. How could he 
have forgotten? 


y July, Lily and Albert had been in the 

water so much that Mrs. Orban said 

they were going to turn into fish. She 
said it smiling. Even Mrs. Orban could see that 
Albert was never going to be a fish. He still 
couldn’t swim. 

Today he was waiting for Lily in the boat, look- 
ing even skinnier than usual with a huge orange 
life jacket around him. 

She hopped in and began to row past the houses. 

“T hope [can do this.” Albert sounded worried. 
His face was white, his lips pale. 

“Now we'll go into the water,” Lily said, throw- 
ing in the anchor. “The boat isn’t going anywhere.” 

Albert’s eyes were almost closed. 

“Don’t forget, Albert. Keep your mouth-closed. 
Last time...” 

“I know.” He was clumsy getting over the side, 
rocking the boat. Then he was in the water, 
reaching up to grip the anchor rope. 

“Let go,” she said. “You’ve got a life preserver. 
You can’t sink.” She grinned. “Even you can’t sink.” 

He shut his eyes and let go. 

“Good,” she said. “Feel how lovely. Open your 


~ eyes, will you?” 


He struck out with one arm and then the other. 

“Kick your feet, remember?” 

He opened his eyes. “Too much to remember 
all at once.” 

“Take your time. Now duck your head.” 


JULY/AUGUST 1997 


13 


14 


He took a deep breath and leaned forward. A 
moment later he was up again. “I can hardly stay 
down.” He sounded surprised, pleased. 

“See,” she said. “Nothing’s going to happen.” 

He leaned into the water again, raising his arm. 
She could see his feet behind him, kicking a little, 
kicking harder. He was moving. 


How could he have thought he 


could do it alone, Lily thought, 
ina storm like this? 


| 
pe 


She watched as he circled the pe then float- 
ed, his hands pale in the water. “I am swimming,” 
he told her. 

“I know,” she answered him, thinking she had 
done it. She had taught him to swim. Now she’d 
have to tell him they couldn’t go to Europe. 


nd then it was August. Every 
day the radio blasted news of the 
war and the Allies fighting the 
Nazis in France. 


Today the sea was high. Lily tried to remember 
when she had last seen it this way, yellow-green 
water reflecting the strange color in the sky. 
She’d been looking for the mailman all afternoon. 
Just then he rounded the corner. “I’ve been wait- 
ing forever,” she told him. 

“It’s too hot to walk fast,” he said. “But I have 
something for you.” He pulled outa letter. 

“Poppy,” she said. She took it from him, smil- 
ing. She didn’t wait to open it. She ran her fingers 
over the handwriting she loved. He didn’t say 
much about himself, but about the end of the 
summer, and Lily’s going back to school. She 
turned the page over. There was more about 
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books. Poppy wrote about Madeline again, and 
A Tale of Two Cities. “And remember The 
Promise,” he had written. “That’s the key to it all.” 

Lily went to the library that afternoon. Mrs. 
Hailey searched but finally said, “Your father 
really knows books, but this time he’s wrong. 
There’s no children’s book called The Promise.” 

Lily thought for a moment. “How about A Tale 
of Two Cities?” 

“Lovely book. A little hard, but worth it.” Mrs. 
Hailey plucked it off the shelf for her. 

Outside the window was a sudden flash of 
lightning, and then a clap of thunder, so close 
they could feel the vibration. 

Mrs. Hailey shivered. “You should be home. 
We're going to have a storm.” 

Lily nodded. “I’m on my way.” 

By the time she crossed to the other side of 
Cross Bay, it had begun to rain. The wind picked 
up papers and swirled them into doorways, and 
huge drops spattered the dust along the boule- 
vard. As she reached the house it began to pour. 
Atremendous streak of lightning lit up the porch, 
and the whole of the sky, and she could see in the 
distance a rowboat at the edge of the bay. 

It was Albert. 


ily couldn’t see light from any of the 

houses along the row. Everyone was 

gone, it seemed. Gram wouldn't be 
home for an hour, and the Orbans were probably 
shopping, caught somewhere in the rain. She’d 
have to go after Albert herself. 

She slid down the ramp into the rowboat. How 
could he have thought he could do it alone, she 
thought, in a storm like this? 

The bay was rough with whitecaps, and the 
rain, pelting the water, slanted toward her, 


iy at 


pushed by the wind. She was soaked through, 
her hair hanging in strings, dye from her shorts 
running blue over her legs. 

Then she was past the marshes and across the 
channel. The pull of the sea was much stronger 
now, and as she looked back, she couldn’t see the 
entrance to the bay anymore, even though she 
was just a few strokes away. 

And just ahead of her was Albert. In the next 
lightning flash, she could see him turn, looking 
over his shoulder. 

“Wait,” she called. 

The next wave was so swollen, so tremendous- 
ly high that it pulled his boat up, and up, and the 
boat poised there on the crest for an instant, 
motionless. Then, as the wave slid out from 
under the boat, he was tossed into the sea. 

She could see the orange life jacket a little 
longer, but after only seconds a wave pulled her 


boat in one direction and Albert in another and 
he disappeared. 

She kept calling, kept trying to turn the boat in 
circles, watching for streaks of lightning to show 
her where he was. 

In another flash she saw him again, just the 
quickest glimpse, the orange life jacket, and his 
dark head above the water. 

“I’m here,” she yelled. Lily could see him 
turning toward her, his mouth open. He was 
gulping water, and she reached out, and by some 
miracle her hand hooked around the top of his 
jacket. She held it, feeling her nails rip, but 
knowing she wouldn’t let go, even if she was 
pulled out of the boat. 

But the water grew calm just for the second 
he needed to grip the boat, and she pulled at 
his jacket with both hands until he tumbled into 
the boat. 
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hey were huddled around the 
kitchen table, hair damp but wearing 
dry clothes, with Gram’s knitted 
afghans around their shoulders. 
“It was my fault,” Lily said slowly. “I told 
him we could get a ship to Europe. And he was 
trying...” 
“Oh, Lily,” Gram said. 
Albert’s eyes were on her. He shook his head. 
“T never really thought we could go. It was a dream. 
I just wanted to see the ships one more time. I want- 
ed to think about the ships going to Ruth.” 
Lily nodded, thinking that she had dreamed 
the same thing, going to Poppy, finding Poppy. 
“When I started it wasn’t even raining. I just 
row so slowly... .” He smiled a little. “I wouldn't 
have gone without you.” 
“And we might have lost you both,” Gram said. 


“Don’t you know that this is what it’s all about? 


Albert,’ she said. “The 


French Revolution. | know 
where my father is.” > - 


Your grandmother sending you and Ruth away 
from her so you’d be safe? And your parents pub- 
lishing a newspaper, helping win the war, so 
you'd have a good life?” 

“For me? My mother and father?” Albert was 
nodding. “I have never thought about that. I have 
just never thought...” 

Gram turned to Lily. “And Poppy, who could 
have stayed right here. ... He went for you, Lily, 
and I had to let him go. My son.” She turned her 
head a little. “It was so hard.” 

Then she put her hand on Lily’s cheek. “But 
worth it. Worth the price to keep you safe.” 

At that moment Lily remembered Poppy’s 
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letter. Give Gram a hug. She loves you more than 
you know. 

And then she remembered something else. 
“Good grief,” she said. “My library book.” 

“The book in the rowboat?” Albert asked. “It 
must be soaking wet.” 

Moments later Lily was down in the boat, with 
four inches of water, handing the book up to 
Albert. “Mrs. Hailey will have a fit,” Lily said. 
“She said it was a lovely book.” 

Albert looked at it, water dripping from the 
edges, the dye running. “I know this book,” he 
said. “I have read it in school. It’s about the 
French Revolution, a million years ago.” 

Lily raised her hand. “Albert,” she said. She 
sank down on the wet seat, her feet sloshing in 
the water. “The French Revolution. I know where 
my father is.” 

She looked up. “He’s been trying to tell me all 
these weeks. Madeline and The Three Musketeers. 
A Tale of Two Cities. Allin France. He knew 
there’s no book called The Promise.” 

Albert was frowning. He didn’t know what she 
was talking about. 

“His promise, Albert. That’s what he meant. 
He promised I’d know where he was, that he’d 
tell me without the censors knowing. It took me 
all this time.” “ 


ugust was almost over. Lily and 
Albert passed the As Good As New 
Shoppe as the door banged open. 
“Mrs. Sherman,” called Mr. Rowley. “The 
radio. Turn it on. The Allies have reached Paris. 
The Nazis are gone. Paris is free.” 
Across the street Mrs. Sherman flung out her 
arms. “Free.” Her face was turned up to the sky. 
“That beautiful city.” 


Lily stopped walking. Next to her Albert had 
stopped too. “Free,” she whispered. She grabbed 
Albert’s arm. “You'll be able to write to Ruth.” 

“Ruth,” Albert was saying at the same time. 
“Ruth is there. I wonder what she is doing now, 
at this moment.” 


Two days later, they could guess. Albert 
treated Lily to the movies and to a bag of pop- 
corn, and they watched the newsreel four 
times. 

They saw pictures of the great Cathedral of 
Notre-Dame and heard the story of the little 
plane that had flown just above its dome on 
Thursday. It dropped the message from the 
Free French fighters: “Tomorrow we come.” 

Next to her, Lily could see Albert clutching 
the arms of the chair. His face was turned away 
from her, and she knew he was crying. 

She cried too, but they weren’t the only ones. 
She could hear the sounds of crying all through 


the theater. They watched the main street of 
Paris, the Champs Elysées, filled with two mil- 
lion people, old women with white hair, men 
with flags, children, and nuns. Young women 
were throwing kisses at the American soldiers, 
who were riding on tanks covered with flowers. 

In one huge voice, the French were shouting, 
“Merci. Merci. Merci...” 

Albert whispered it. “Koszénom.” 

And Lily too. “Thank you.” 

Then the tricolor, France’s flag, went up on 
the cathedral, and people began to sing the 
French anthem, the “Marseillaise.” 

Lily and Albert leaned forward, staring at the 
faces surrounding the cathedral, looking for 
Ruth, looking for Poppy. Lily could almost pic- 
ture them there, together. 

At last they stood up, blinking, and went 
through the lobby. “Of course, we could not see 
them,” Albert said. “So many people.” 

“Of course not,” Lily said. “But we know they 
were there. And someday we'll ask...” 

Albert was smiling at her, nodding. “And they 
will tell us.” * 


Meet the Author 


Patricia Reilly Giff 


When I was Lily’s age, 
there really was a war 


in Europe. Ships passed 
Rockaway Beach, and 

I always wondered how 

close I could get to them in a rowboat. My 

father didn’t have to go to war. But people 

I knew were there, and I was always afraid the 

war would come to me. Like Lily, I was over- 

joyed when it finally ended. 
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Looking Back 


“‘Loose Lips Sink Ships!”’ 


Slogans like this reminded Americans that some information 
was too secret to write or even talk about! 


uring World War Two, many girls in 

the United States experienced the 

pain of having a father, brother, or 
uncle go off to war. The fighting started in 
1939 when Germany began invading other 
countries in Europe. Germany’s leader, Adolf 
Hitler, and his followers, the Nazis, wanted to 
control the world. Within a year, Hitler’s troops 
had taken over six countries, including France. 
In 1941, Americans joined a group of countries 
called the Allies to fight the Germans. 

Once overseas, the only contact U.S. soldiers 
had with their loved ones was the mail they 
received. But letters to and from soldiers were 
censored—par ts were cut out to prevent impor- 
tant information from falling into enemy hands. 
Military officers read every letter before it was 
sent, and even cut out news about the weather 


When these children heard the war 
was over, they paraded around the 
block banging pots and pans, waving 
flags, and singing patriotic songs. 


because it could help the 7 
enemy figure out where | 4% 
Allied troops were. But ' 
many soldiers were able 
to pass on information to acenias: half the news 
their families using codes was cut out of letters! 
that censors—and the enemy—wouldn’t under- 
stand. The U.S. government warned people at 
home that discussing details they learned about 
troop location or ship sailings could put soldiers 
in danger, since spies could be listening nearby! 
The Allies kept their plans so secret that in 
1944, they surprised the Nazi troops in France. 
After three months of fierce fighting, the Ger- 
man armies were forced to leave France. People 
in Paris danced in the streets to celebrate, but 
the war wasn’t over yet. It would be another 
year before children and their families would 
welcome the U.S. soldiers home at last. * 
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g rls are Hobie this summer. Take ¢ a tow 
You can share in the fun! 


& 


Photos: Mike Walker Styling: Deborah Pike, Bonnie Rabert Illustrations: Merle Nacht Additional credits on page 2. 
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In Hawaiian, Amy is Eme, 
Betsy is Pekel, and Christy 
is Kiliki. To find your name 
in Hawaiian, check out this 
Web site about 
http://www. hisurf.com/ 


hawaiian_name.cgi 
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hoto: George Ancona 


Summer 
Ceremony 


Each August, many Indian 
tribes participate in a big 
powwow called Crow Fair 


in Crow Agency, Montana. 


if ee 


: 
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A powwow is a special 
occasion when Indians 
celebrate their heritage by 
performing different dances. 
Dancers wear beautifully 
decorated clothing. To learn 
more about Crow Fair, read 


Powwow by George Ancona. 


To find a powwow near you, 
visit this Web site: http:// 
tribal.com/powwows/ 
statepow.htm 


Sie ee ee ee 


At the Arizona-Sonora 
Desert Museum in Tucson, 
girls cantakea . 
class about desert animals 
that includes an overnight 
camp-out! If you can’t 
camp in the desert, bring a 
touch of the desert inside 
instead. Draw a simple 
design on a clay pot with 
a brown crayon. Use a 
paintbrush to brush craft 
glue over parts of your 
design. Sprinkle colored 
sand (available at craft 
stores) over glue and let 
dry. Repeat until design 
is fully decorated. Plant 
a cactus in your pot. 


This August, teams of 11- 
and 12-year-old girls will 
have a ball at the Softball 
World Series in Portland, 
Each team there 
has worked its way 
through many play-offs to 
get to the World Series— 
and that means lots of 
practice. You can improve 
your own throwing skills 
by playing a game called 
100. Draw a throwing line. 
Place many different kinds 
of targets at various 
distances from the line— 
you can use a sweatshirt, 


Photo: Larry Tabaka 


Yahoo! Cowgirls can ride 
in the weekly rodeo at the 
Cowtown Coliseum in Fort 
Worth, Barrel 
racing is a popular event 
with young riders. If you 
don’t have a horse, you 


a can, a shoe, or anything 
you want as a target. 
Assign points to each 
target, with easier targets 
worth fewer points than 
hard targets. Take turns 
throwing a softball from 
behind the line. If you hit 
a target, go again. The 
first person to get 100 
points wins! 


can still celebrate the 
cowgirl spirit with a bike 
rodeo. Find a paved area 
where you can ride safely. 
Place two boxes about 

15 feet apart, and draw a 
finish line with chalk. Take 
turns riding to see who can 
do a figure eight around 
the boxes the fastest. 


Past and 
Present 


Girls who dig dinosaurs can 
really dig them at the Kids’ 
Dig, sponsored in part by 
the Wyoming Dinosaur 
Center in Thermopolis. Girls 
work with a paleontologist 
to discover fossils and 
other fantastic relics. 


You might not be able to 
dig up the past where you 
live, but you can tuck away 
treasures to unearth in the 
future. Gather a few recent 
photos, the front page of 
today’s newspaper, and 


some school papers. Write 
a list of predictions about 
what life will be like in the 
future. Seal everything up 
in a box and write “Time 
capsule. Do not open until 
2007” on the lid. Tuck it 
away somewhere safe. 
When you open the box in 
ten years, see how many 
of your predictions have 
come true! 


Photo: Rex Blakey 
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Photo: Betty Butler 


In Saint Paul, Minnesota, 
kids fly through the air 
with the greatest of ease aCarry a long pole made . 


at Circus of the Star, an from a dowel. Outstretch 
all-children circus. Kids do your arms slightly along 
j trapeze stunts, walk the the pole, with the pole 
tightrope, announce the resting across your hips. 
acts, and even act as «Pick a point to “spot” 
clowns. If you dream of at the end of your beam. 
performing under the big Never take your eyes off 
top, try these wire-walking your focus point. 
tips on the ground: aKeep your shoulders 
=Practice on a long 2 x 4 straight in line with your 
beam, or draw a straight body. Move only the pole 
line with chalk. up and down, for balance. 


Chri stmas cream (we used pepper- 
Pa mint). Unwrap patties and 
in July freeze until hard. Let ice 
Girls who live in the town cream soften slightly. 
of Santa Claus, Indiana, Place one scoop of ice 
enjoy Christmas spirit all cream between frozen 
a year round. You don’t have patties, sqileeze together, 
Great photos, and other great to live in Santa Claus to and wrap in foil. Freeze ‘4 
skate-related stuff. If you celebrate Christmas in again until solid. Let thaw 
Skates can’t check out the July—make a cool candy- slightly before eating. 
You may think in-line museum, salute the skate cane sandwich! You will It’s chill-icious! 
skating is something new, by playing roller kickball. need two large peppermint 
but the National Museum The rules are the same as patty candies and ice p 
of Roller Skating in in regular kickball, only 
Lincoln, Nebraska, has an you play wearing skates on P 
in-line skate from 1819! pavement. It’s harder to 
The museum has the kick the ball, but you can 
world’s largest collection get to base faster! You 
of historical roller skates, should know how to stop 


plus displays of costumes, on skates before you play. 
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Off to See 
the Wizard 


There’s no place like 
Liberal, Kansas, where 
there’s a life-size replica of 
Dorothy’s house from The 
Wizard of Oz and a rainbow 
garden. If you can’t click 
your heels together to get 
to Kansas, you can read a 
beautiful new version of 
The Wizard of Oz by L. 
Frank Baum, illustrated by 
Lisbeth Zwerger. 


Tomboy 
Sawyers 


Hannibal, Missouri, is 
where author Mark Twain 
grew up, and his books 

are celebrated in a festival 
called Tom Sawyer Days. 
Girls compete in a Tomboy 
Sawyer contest, where they 
test their skills at fence 
painting, bubble-gum 
blowing, minnow grabbing, 
gunnysack racing, and 


Photo: Julie Walley 


People in Twinsburg, 
see double on Twins Days. 
That’s when the town hosts 
the largest annual 
gathering of twins in the 
world! If you don’t have a 
twin, you can still double 
your fun by making these 
hair clips and wearing both 
at once. Cover work area 
with newspaper. Paint each 
clip with a coat of bright 
nail polish. Let dry. Add 
another coat of polish if 
necessary, and let that dry. 
Add dots in a different (im 
color polish. Let dry. . 


watermelon-seed spitting. 
Have a tomboy contest 
yourself. See which of 
your friends can blow the 
biggest bubble, race the 
fastest in a sack, and spit 
a watermelon seed the 
farthest. May the best 


girl win! t 
ht ams 
4 ehM y > 
TA a 


Photo courtesy of Twins Days Festival Comm 
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SI B 
Pigtails 

In Kewanee, Illinois, girls 
go hog-wild over a local 
festival called Hog Days. 
They compete in a pigtail 
contest to see who has 
the prettiest, longest, and 
largest number of pigtails. 
Share in the fun by 
decorating your own 
beautiful braid like one of 
last year’s winners. Start 
by braiding your hair. Cut 
flowers from their stalks, 
leaving a few inches of 
stem per flower. Carefully 
tuck each stem into 
your braid. 


Photo: Laurel Anderson 


Photo: Peter Jenkins 


AS in Washington, DC, no building is alloweal to be more than 1% Stories tall, co the dome of the Capitol can always be seen. 


Girls who attend Tree 
Climbers International 
Climbing School in 
Atlanta, Georgia, know 
there’s nothing worse 
than going out on a limb! 
Using harnesses and 
ropes, they learn how to 
climb without injuring 
themselves or the trees. 
Here are some tips to 
keep in mind next time 
you feel like getting close 
to nature: 

=Climb as close to the 
trunk as you can, not way 


out on the branches. 
aAlways have at least 
three points of contact on 
the tree—either two feet 
and one hand or two hands 
and one foot. 

sAlways look before you 
grab, so you don’t reach 
for a dead branch. 

=aKeep away from all 
nests—animals might 
attack if you get too close 
to their babies! And never 
take baby animals as pets. 
aWatch out for wasps, 
hornets, and bees. If you 
find you’re surrounded by 
bugs, keep calm and climb 
down slowly. 
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Sculptors from all over 
come to Rehoboth Beach, 
each summer 
to participate in the Daily 
Whale Sandcastle Contest. 
Girls who compete in the 
children’s division can 
spend hours making 
beautiful creations that 
eventually get washed 
away. You can make a 
sandcastle that will last 
forever. In a bowl, use your 
hands to mix 2 cups plain 
or colored sand and 


1 cup wheat paste powder 
(note: other kinds of 
wallpaper paste won’t 
work). Mix in 1 cup water. 
Form a castle from this 
sand clay, using tooth- 
picks to attach parts. To 
make flags, glue paper 
triangles tg toothpicks and 
insert into top of castle. 
Let castle dry for several 
days. Wipe out the bowl 
with a paper towel before 
washing—don’t wash sand 
clay down the drain. 
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Sign of 
Friendship 


Photo courtesy of Ivy Green 


The remarkable story of 
Helen Keller, who was blind 
and deaf but who learned 
to speak and write, is told 
in a play called The Miracle 
Worker. Girls in Alabama 
can see it performed on 
weekends in July at Ivy 
Green, the house in 


Tuscumbia where Helen 
\ Keller was born. Her 
achievements helped 


improve the lives of other 
blind and deaf people 
around the world. Why 

not learn to sign the word 
for friend in American Sign 
Language? 


1 Make your hands into 
loose fists with your 
pointer fingers extended. 
Link your pointer fingers 
with the right finger on top 
as shown in the illustration 
above. 


2 Then switch and link 
them with the left on top. 
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Choco-Twist 


Hershey, Pennsylvania, 

is sometimes called 
Chocolatetown, U.S.A., 
because of all the delicious 
goodies made there. Next 
time you’re hungry for 
something chocolatey, 
try this treat. Pour 1 cup 
powdered sugar, 7/2 cup 
cocoa, and 1 tablespoon 
cornstarch into a bowl. 
Add % cup milk, stirring 
until mixture is smooth 
and thick. Dip pretzels 
into mixture and place on 
wax paper. Add colored 
sprinkles and let dry. 


Mini 
Whinnies 


Imagine petting horses 
that are less than three 
feet high! They’re called 
miniature horses, not 
ponies. White’s Miniature 
Horse Petting Farm in 
Pittsfield, New Hampshire, 


,Surf’s Up! 


» Girls who like to “hang ten” 
| can compete this summer 


in the East Coast Surfing 
Championships in Virginia 
Beach, Virginia. It’s the 
oldest surfing contest in the 
U.S.! If you’re landlocked, 
surf the Web instead. 


raises lots of miniature 
animals, and you can visit 
them when you’re in the 
area. To learn more about 
miniature horses and see 
some adorable photos, 
check out this Web site: 
http://www.powerhorse. 
com/josie/index.html 


Visit American Girl on-line at 


http://www.americangirl.com 


and send us great ideas from 
your state. You can also mail 
them to us at American Girl, 
8400 Fairway Place, 

Middleton, WI 53562. XK 


What to Pick 


Bring only items that match 
more than one piece of cloth- 
ing. Think about colors and 
patterns of clothes—a white 
shirt goes with anything! 


vy 


Colored T-shirt White T-shirt 


Swimsuit 


Sport shorts  Skort 


Long pants 


Don’t Forget 


(4 Sneakers L Jellies 

1) Pajamas O Socks 
(}Underwear J Jacket 

Li Toothbrush (J Toothpaste 
LJ Camera _] Sunglasses 
J Hairbrush _] Sunscreen 
(4 Friends’ addresses—so you 
can send postcards! 


Pick & Pack 


Travel light on your next trip. Every item here can do double 
duty—and give you twice the outfits in half the space! 
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Dressed Up 


Will you be going someplace 
special on your trip—out to 
dinner or to a party? Bring 
clothes that are a little fancy 
but still fun. These flowery 
pants look great with a 
white T-shirt and vest. For a 
different look, top them with 
the yellow tee and blouse. 


Photos: Mike Walker, Fritz Geiger Illustrations: Geri Strigenz Bourget Styling: Pam Swartchild 


Out and 
About 


Going sight-seeing? Pair a 
skort with a short-sleeved 
T-shirt and you’re set for any 
warm-weather adventure. If 
you will be inside—where 
air-conditioning may make it 
breezy—top the skort with a 


long-sleeved shirt and vest. If _, 


you’ll be on your feet a lot, 
be sure to wear comfy 
shoes! 


Action 
Packed 


Combine shorts with a 
T-shirt and sneakers and 
you’re ready for nearly 
any sport. Pull the same 
shorts over your swimsuit 
for a beachside cover-up. 
Waterproof jellies make it 
easy to work on your shell 
collection! 


How to Pack 


Keep your suitcase organized 
by rolling clothes into bundles. 


1 After you’ve chosen your 
clothes, lay them on your bed, 
grouped together as outfits. Put 
the yellow T-shirt and skort 
together, for instance, and lay 
the white T-shirt and vest with 
the long pants. 


2 Fold the clothes so they 
are about the same width. 
Fold shirts in half and bring 
sleeves forward. Fold skort 
and vest in half. Fold pants 
with one leg on top of the 
other. Stack each outfit with 
the smallest item on top. 


3 Roll clothes into a log 
shape. Line the logs up side 
by side until the suitcase is 
filled. Stuff rolled-up socks or 
underwear into each shoe and 
place them along the bottom 
of the suitcase. You’re ready 


to go! x 
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Marice Cohn Band, Scott Pearson 
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Sarah Maus is up at dawn to hunt for buried treasure. 
But what she finds deep in the sand is not a chest of 
gold—it’s the precious nest of an endangered sea turtle! 


arah, eight, is a volunteer at the 
Marinelife Center of Juno Beach in 
Florida. She spends many summer 
days there helping to care for sick, 
injured, and stranded sea turtles until 


they are healthy enough to return to 
the ocean. Today she is on an important mission. 
Because of pollution, hunting, and the destruction 
of beach habitats, sea turtles are in danger of disap- 
pearing from the Earth forever! To save them from 
extinction, Sarah knows their nests and hatchlings 
must be protected—and she’s ready to help. 
Riding on a beach buggy, Sarah and fellow volun- 
teer Larry Landay scan the sand for clues. Soon 
they spot a wide trail of wavy turtle tracks. The 
tracks lead right to a nest of about 100 eggs, which 
were laid last night. Larry marks the nest with a 
stake showing the date, then he and Sarah are off 
again. Signs posted all along the beach warn visi- 
tors that disturbing turtle nests is against the law! 
Soon Sarah and Larry see another nest. The 
stake shows that its eggs are 65 days old. Hun- 
dreds of tiny flipper prints lead from the nest to 
the water. These eggs hatched recently! Sarah and 


Volunteers like Sarah patrol the beach every morning. 


Larry hop off the buggy to see if any hatchlings 
need their help. Sometimes turtles at the bottom of 
anestaren’t able to dig all the way to the top. 
Gently, Sarah and Larry sift handfuls of sand 
and empty eggshells through their fingers. Soon 
a flipper tickles Sarah’s fingers, and a hatchling’s 
tiny head pops up—then another, and another! 
These turtles are still wiggling with energy, so 
Sarah and Larry point them toward the ocean and 
release them into the coolness of the morning. 
Then Sarah and Larry head back to the center, 
happy that they’ve helped these hatchlings survive. 


of the Sea 
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Ae Sea titles have roamed the Earth since the days of the dinosaws—for abovt 150 milion years! 


Sarah’s favorite job is feeding the 
turtles. As she holds pieces of fish 
near the water’s surface, they nibble 
the food right from her fingertips! 


AMERICAN GIRL 


# 
aS. 


ex 


Sarah has given tours at the center since she was four! Her mother works there, so Sarah has practically grown up at the center. 


ack at the center, Sarah meets up with a group of people 
waiting for a tour. She guides them to the first tank where 
Rocky, one of her favorite turtles, swims. “He’s blind and 
missing a flipper. A predator probably took it,” she says. 
Next Sarah shows the visitors a tank filled with hatehlings that 
were brought in earlier this week. When these tiny turtles were 
found, they were too weak to release. But soon they'll be strong 
enough to return to the ocean, Sarah explains. Then she leads the 
group to the tank where Seven, a hundred-pound turtle, swims. 
“Do you see those cracks in his shell?” she asks. “There are seven 
of them. They’re from a boat propeller. That’s how he got his name.’ 
With help from Sarah and others at the center, Seven has healed 
well and grown stronger, protected from infection and predators. 
At the end of the tour, Sarah describes some of the other dangers 
that sea turtles face. “Sometimes they get sick from eating plastic 
bags,” she says. “They mistake them for jellyfish.” Lights along the 
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beach also cause problems for nesting and hatching turtles trying to 
find their way to the water. Before there were people living in the area, 
turtles were guided by the bright moonlit sky above the shimmering 
ocean. But now, house and hotel lights confuse the turtles. “They may 
go in the wrong direction and get run over by cars,” Sarah says. 

Some days, Sarah gives as many as three tours. She’s always helping 
with other duties, too. But the most exciting time for everyone at the 
center is when large turtles are released back into the ocean. And today 
is one of those special days—the center plans to release Seven tonight! 


s the sun sets on Juno Beach, Seven’s going-away party 

begins. First an identification tag is attached to one of 

his flippers. Then he is lifted onto a stretcher that will 

carry him down to the beach. Many people have come 
to see Seven’s release and join in the parade. They shout “Goodbye!” 
and “Good luck!” to him, but Sarah walks without saying a word. 

On the beach, the stretcher is lowered to the sand and the crowd 
moves back. Seven doesn’t budge. Is he nervous? Does he remember 
his home? The crowd cheers the huge turtle on. Suddenly Seven 
pushes off toward the ocean. Sarah walks by his side, splashing into 
the water with him. She watches as he swims powerfully into the 
waves. In a blink, Seven 
is gone. Everyone is 
cheering—everyone but 
Sarah. “It make me sad 
that I'll never see him 
again,” she says quietly. 
“But it makes me happy 
that he’s going home.” 
Then she smiles with 
pride. Sarah knows that 
it’s because of people 
like her that Seven was 
able to go home again! X 


from its shell. 


Sarah scrubs a turtle with a 
toothbrush to remove algae 


You Can 
Help, Too! 
Even if you don’t live near 


sea turtles, you can help 
them survive: 


s Sarah knows that the 
most important thing 

she does at the center is 
educate others about the 
dangers sea turtles face. 
Once people know about 
these threats, they can 
support the protection of 
turtles and beaches. Help 
by spreading the word! 


= Adopt a Turtle: For $25, 
you can name a sea turtle 
and follow its travels on 
the Sea Turtle Survival 
League's Web site. You'll 
receive information about 
your turtle, plus the Turtle 
Tides newsletter four times 
a year. Call 1-800-678- 
7853, or visit this Web site: 
http://www.cccturtle.org 


Cooking 


Florida 
Sunshine 


This drink is as lovely as 

a Florida sunrise! Put 2 
tablespoons frozen cranberry 
juice concentrate into a 
glass (don’t add water!). Let 
melt completely. Pour % cup 
orange juice into a different 
glass. Tilt orange juice glass, 
and pour cranberry juice 
down the side to make red 
layer on the bottom. Stir 
with a licorice twist! 


California 
Smoothie 


wi) Cool off with this fruity 
frappé from sunny 
California. Ask an adult to 
help you cut the tops off 7 
fresh strawberries and slice 


them. Place in plastic bag 
and freeze for about an hour. 
Place frozen strawberries in 
blender. Add 1 container of 
lemon custard-style yogurt 
and % cup orange juice. Ask 
an adult to cover blender and 
blend until smooth. Pour into 
a tall glass. Place a few more 
strawberries on top. 


Vermont 
Maple Float 


This yummy drink contains a 
famous treat from Vermont: 
maple syrup! Pour % cup milk 
into a tall glass. Stir in 1 
tablespoon maple syrup. Mix 
well. Add a scoop or two of 
vanilla ice cream. Add toffee 
bits and a cookie on top: 
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Sip, sip, hooray! Three cheers for these delicious 
all-American drinks inspired by some great states. 


Michigan Georgia ee Hawaii Twist 
utter Cup, and a (e) . 
Fizz _ Shake aaiien Rad ca ae 


gs - - r _ ; eyes, and you’ll think 
Michigan cherries give this Wi) Georgia peanuts mixed chocolate ice cream. Ask 


; 5: : ‘ you’re in Hawaii! Peel and 
drink a tangy twist. Put 3 with milk chocolate an adult to cover blender slicers sill ianenan Biaos 


Spleapoene nezen cherry make a erat shake! Pour and blend until smooth. in blondée. Addl @ounce 
juice cial into a tall %% cup milk into a blender. Pour into a tall glass. Add can of pineapple juice, 2 or 3 
glass (don Eacd waterl). r whipped cream, a crumbled ts ahlespoons of canned pure 
Add 1 cup ginger ale. Stir ; peanut butter cup, and coconut milk, and 1 

gently. Decorate with fruit. ) peanuts on top. 


tablespoon sugar. Ask an 
adult to cover blender and 
blend until smooth. Pour into 
a glass. Add a wedge of 
pineapple on the side. x 


ah) For more delicious drink recipes, pour over this Web site: http://www.whymilk.com 
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Contest Winners 


Last November we ; 
invited you to write a ies 
story using the phrase | 
can’t believe I’m really CN5 
here.” More than 1,400 of 
you did! From all your nt vtaren, ; 
entries we picked two a S 
winning stories. 


by Shannon krizni . 
Evany’ assignment was to write to her new 
pen pal. No one said she had to tell the truth. 


vany Mayer searched her pockets for a very important piece of paper. 
Today Mr. Nicholas had given everyone in her class the name and 
address of an out-of-state pen pal, with instructions to correspond for at 
least six weeks over the summer and then write a summary of their pen- 


pal experience. 
Evany finally found the wad. “Lindsey Camarro, 1-L Royal Oaks 
Apartments, Sparrow Creek, Pennsylvania,” she read out 
loud. She pulled out some of her favorite stationery and 
began talking to the blank paper. “Why would someone want 


me, so I'll just tell her what I wish my life was like!” Evany began to write. She put 
some truths into her letter, but as she wrote it became an adventure in pretending. 


Illustrations: Amanda Haley 
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fter Evany stuck the stamp on the envelope, she ran 
to the mailbox before she had a chance to change her , 
mind. Mr. Nicholas only said to correspond, not tell 
the truth. But writing such fantasies made Evany’s 

reality more painful. Since her parents’ divorce, she and her mom 


had rented a small ranch. Her mom worked long hours at the telephone company, 
so they didn’t have much time together. 

Every day after working at a nearby horse barn, before beginning her house- 
hold chores, Evany went to the mailbox with the hope of finding a letter from 
Lindsey. On day eight, Evany halfheartedly sorted through the mail, nearly 
missing Lindsey’s reply at the bottom ofa stack of bills and junk mail. 

Evany carefully opened the envelope, unfolded the loose-leaf paper, and 
began to read. 


Dear EVvany, ' 
iT live inan apartment Complex. : 
Three months age my dad broke his 
leq, and helsa Carpenter. So now hes 
out of dda ANd We Cant make th 
rent. Well be Wien Soon, [} ; : 
Bee er celain Goll Thape att 
@ Pollars. T havea ver aa 


I want to help o 
least Jetting My OWA Schoo, 
Clothes Tex T Year 

ince oor v vv 


| fi Lindsey Camaro 


Evany read it again. Poor Lindsey! She was as bad off as Evany! “Well,” she 
muttered to herself, “at least she can get some entertainment by hearing about 
my mansion, tons of friends, and perfect horse!” She wasted no time in continu- 
ing her fanatic deception. 
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my new Came 


he next day, Evany went to the grocery store with her mother. 

In order for her deception to look more realistic, she needed to get a 

Hawaiian-style postcard. So while her mother was shopping, 

Evany visited a nearby travel agency. After search- 
ing through the rack, she decided ona beach scene that had 
“Greetings from Maui” printed in the upper left-hand corner. 
Slipping it into her backpack along with her change, she rushed 
back to meet her mother. Back home, Evany raced to her desk and 
scribbled a few lines on the postcard. This note would show Lindsey that her life 
was not always perfect. 


. £28! Palm trees 


The next letter from Lindsey took a little longer to arrive than usual. Evany read 
the letter again. And again. And again. Each time the puddle of tears in her eyes 
got larger. All this time Evany had been trying to convince herself that she was 
pretending, like writing a story for English class. But now she saw that all she 
was doing was lying. Lindsey’s problems were worse than her own, and Lindsey 
didn’t lie about them. She wasn’t ashamed. 


AMERICAN GIRL 


bo ears 4 
ra Dear Evany, 1" or oo’ 
O powerk: Wee yew Were 1) 
1e aaa my dad fel| out of his wheel- 
se ir and rebroke his leg. Thenmy 
CN totally spaced ovt-all she does 
@ mom Yo 
i; lie inbed. Yesterday I had to use| 
all my Savings to buy groceries and | 
© medicine. for my dad. Th 1S 
morning Allison decided to paint Bae 
) multicolored kittens all over our room | 
to make me feel better. Our furniture 
and walls are to tally ruined. 
Met eee 
© ne else to talk a z : aes 
| ~--Sp-eeeed 


Ind sey > : 


It took some time for Evany to notice another envelope in the 
pile for her. She opened it, and there was a paycheck from the 
horse barn. The thoughts of all the things she had carefully 
budgeted for ran over and over in her mind: art supplies, 
books, pens, stationery. Stationery, writing, pen pals, Lindsey. = 

Evany walked to the bank that afternoon. After putting some of the money into 
savings, she returned home with the balance. With bittersweet tears Evany wrote 
what she thought would be her last letter to Lindsey. 
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After two weeks of waiting in total misery, Evany had almost given up hope of 
ever hearing from Lindsey again. When she finally got Lindsey’s reply to her 
confession, her hands shook so much she nearly tore the letter in half. 


. vany @©Y SOG; 
©: el: has happened These past 
reeks, My dad gota JoB/ | 
Ae coon asmy mom heard this | 
@ Mahe botnet hee state (NOW - 
erritic news-TA-DA,TA-DA — 4 
Se ay fobals SOLY fen minutes al 
Oo” from Yous You and E will be 
aw tu the same School! Oh, 
A phe bying thing (ts OKT hope | 
know That Youre “Special , whether | 
ot You have fons ef Money : 
friends, I Can't wait to see you, | 
Thanks for the Money, } 
&) CIAO yLindsey VV » ¥ 


1 


few. 


Evany cried as she read Lindsey’s letter. This time the tears were of joy, relief, and 
excitement. As she told her mother, more tears came. But rather than getting criti- 
cism for her lying, Evany was praised for her eventual honesty. When 
Lindsey’s moving day finally arrived, Evany and her mother got to 
the new house just after Lindsey and her family. Evany and Lindsey 
hugged and jumped and laughed. Their friendship had just begun. 

PS. They both got As on their pen-pal projects! « 


Meet the Avthor 


SNANNON RRIZW/) 


Ive been writing stories for as longas I can 
J remember. Sometimes I have trouble finding 
an ending fora story,but not this time. I wrote 

this after getting aletter from my real pen pal, 

but everything else is totally made up. 


Shannon, age 13. lives in New Jersey. 


stared out the window. I could hardly see 
anything, it was so foggy. I could see the 
light from the lighthouse down the shore, 
but that was about all. It had been drizzly 
since I had first awakened this morning. The 
weather mirrored how] felt inside. We were at 


our beach house for my eleventh summer. Every 


summer since I was born we had been here, but 
this summer was different. 

The beach house had been built in 1916 by my 
great-great-grandparents. My great-grandma (I 
call her Nanna) was 15. She had always loved it 
here. Now Nanna was 95 and she couldn’t 
remember much anymore. She couldn’t remem- 
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by Sarah Werner 


ber the beach house, but she loved to put her ear 
to aconch shell and just listen. Nanna was in a 
special home with her own nurse. It was hard for 
me to get used to. 

Two years ago, when Nanna could remember 
more, we were talking about the beach house. 
She looked at me and said, “Never let it go, 
Lynn.” That was all she said, but I knew what it 
meant. 

All this came to my mind as I stared out the 
window. The beach house had been given to us. 
Dad said we couldn’t afford to keep it, so it would 
have to be sold. Nanna’s words echoed in my 
mind. Never let it go. turned away from the win- 
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dow and tried to think about something else. 

Later that afternoon, I sat down at the kitchen 
table with a postcard and a pen. “I can’t believe 
I’m really here!” I wrote to my friend Summer. I 
knew I sounded more excited than I felt, but I 
didn’t want her to feel bad for me. 


A sand dollar washed up 
by my feet. As I picked it 
up, I knew. I knew what 
Nanna had meant. 


It was still gray outside, so I decided to go up to 


the attic where I had played dress-up when I was 
little. The boxes, the smell, everything brought 
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back memories. I knelt by an old box in the cor- 
ner. I pulled everything out. They were all there. 
My favorite dress, the one I had worn to dance 
with my great-grandpa. The big floppy hat that 
used to fall over my eyes. Even the cheap cameo 
pin that had seemed like the prettiest jewelry in 
the world to me. 

At the bottom was a diary and some drawings 
of the beach house, the ocean, and the light- 
house. They all had Nanna’s initials on them. 

I opened the diary and began to read: 

‘Friday, the sixteenth of June, 1917. 

‘T thought we would never get here. Winter 
has never seemed so long before. I’m so 
glad we built this house last summer, I love 
it here. I’ve never had so much fun in my 


whole life. I wish summer could last forever. 

—E. B. L.” 

I closed the diary and put everything back in 
the box. But the tears came anyway. 


he next morning right after breakfast 
I put on my swimming suit and went 
out to the beach. The water was cold 
and the waves were high and I just 
loved it. I almost forgot about selling the house. 


All afternoon and evening we packed. Dad 


cried once. I had forgotten that he had memories 
too, and they went back a lot further than mine 
did. We had a long talk and we all felt a little bet- 
ter after that. On Friday morning the buyer, Miss 
Evans, stopped by. Her mother was in a nursing 
home, and Miss Evans was going to bring her to 
live at the beach house for the summer. I was glad 
our house would be enjoyed. Nanna would have 
been glad, too. She was happy when other people 
were happy. 

The next morning I got up early to say good- 
bye. I walked along the water’s edge, staring out 
at the ocean but not really seeing it. I looked at 
the beach house and tears began to roll down my 
cheeks. I looked at the ocean and watched the 


waves rolling and crashing. I saw the beacon 
from the lighthouse, piercing the fog and mist. 
Asand dollar washed up by my feet, and I 
reached out quickly before the waves carried it 
back out to sea. As I picked it up, I knew. I knew 
what Nanna meant. She hadn’t meant never to let 
go of the beach house. All she wanted was for me 
to love the ocean as much as she did. Selling the 
beach house didn’t matter. The ocean would 
always be there and I would always love it. As for 
the memories, they weren’t sold along with the 
house. They would always be in my heart. 


om was talking to a nurse, so I 

slipped into Nanna’s room alone. 

“Nanna,” I said, “I brought you 

something.” I held up the drawing 
of the beach house, the one she had drawn years 
ago. Then I held up the drawing of the ocean. Her 
eyes lit up and she picked up her conch shell. She 
held it to her ear, then mine. I nodded. She reached 
up to hug me. I leaned down and put my arms 
around her. Her cheek was wet. “I love you,” she 
whispered. % 


Meet the Author 


Oak (brim 


I started writing stories when I 


was eight. In my stories, I try to 
create emotions and moods that 
help other people a 
imagine what 
I’m writing about. 


Sarah, age 14, lives in Wisconsin. 


Honorable mentions go to: 


amare hilly Sreprame tyr. [Meghan Boon 


Tees. 
Age 9, Pennsylvania Age 11, New York 
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T he Aiggle (a 


@ United Shapes of America 


The Giggle Gang wayfarers are ready for vacation. Use the shapes of the 
states and the rhyming clues to identify the states the girls are visiting. 


This state’s the smallest 
of all of the 50. 

It’s not really an island, 
but girls think it’s nifty! 


we FHODE 
a a en are se ms a: Lu A NL A.) 


President Clinton 
was born in this spot. 


§ Its Rocky Mountains 
are certainly pretty, 
and this state is home 
’ to the mile-high city. 


\COLARADO 


RIUIBHA ‘ZT Sy 
“YAOA OO EUOI}LIBA J19Y} 10J OS SMOD Op a1BY4M ANOW\!) hapa “dwieys asejsod y ¢18u109 auo ul SAe}s yng pom oy} punoue qe sjaaesy 7eUM 


Like its northern neighbor, 


The only state with a 


it’s called Carolina. one-syllable name. 
From Columbia to Charleston Look far north and east 
To win the Derby it couldn’t be finer. and you may win the game! 


in this southern state 3 ov 4 h 


you work like a horse— 
and the bluegrass is great! 


VERGINTA 


MAINE 


eruopeg ‘6 easy 


Qona Kopee) 


Age 10, Minnesota 


How do you get in touch with fish? You drop them a line. What kind of phone does a turtle have? 
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ms: Paul Meisel Puzzie: Linda Healy 


Create a State 


Combine one choice each from columns them any way you want! Would you like to live 
A, B, and C, and you'll find the names of eight in Tenachooanna or Coloreasyland? 


states. Or create a new state by combining 


A i) Cc 


Awltown, U.S.A. 


There are towns that have girls’ names all look at a map of your home state and 
over the U.S. The 13 listed in blue are hidden see how many girl towns you can find! 


in this puzzle. Can you find them all? Then 


Stee, Texas 4eriveriy; Wisconsin 
feere» Illinois dimer€ alifornia 
Besherty=Oklahoma . @haran-Pennsylvania 


Ghasnoites North Carolina SkelbyNorth Carolina 
Gretseg, Massachusetts Viokowe=Fexas 
S-xetel=Minnesota eter, Louisiana 
‘elizabeil, New Jersey 


\\ 


Te 


A shell-ular phone. Amanda Summers What did one frog say to the other? Time’s sure fun when 
Age 9, Oklahoma 


Age 10, New York 


Age 11, Nebraska 


How deep is a frog pond? Knee-deep. Crab Pile. Why was the baseball player invited camping? They needed someone to pitch the tent. Ana olica woodertd. 


you're having flies. Aber NWGecta 


Age 10, Nebraska 
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(aie Match-Up 


Every state has a nickname. Wisconsin, for 
instance, is the Badger State. Use the clues 
to match the state named on the left with the 
picture of its nickname. 


Maine: The views ave 


tree—menadlovs. The State 


ss 4 
Lousiana; Wing your ae 
way Covth! The @- State 


2% 


Rhode. I¢land: Yours tll @ 
the ocean waves, 


Florida: It’¢ a trully 
hot Spot. 


AG Code 


Use the decoder to unscramble the riddle 


Why does the Statue of Liberty stand? 


(PO bt. wri oo 


Kansas: Spenal hows 
in the flowers! 


Utah: H's a honey of 
a State. 


The ese State 


EI dt Ey at 


| 


podunl e s,j1 ueyM Z8o4 e ay4]] Sseup Ss, 


wt W@32u4tTtaAjnon 
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Angwer Box 


green, and scaly? Because if it was small, white and smooth, it would be a Tic Tac. 


‘= 


“pueyAuew “8 

‘syyesnyoessey] “2 ‘Opes0jog “9 
‘aassauual “Gg ‘IddISSISSIIA] “P 
‘yna1JQaUUOD “¢E ‘oYep| *Z 
‘EUeISINO] "T :a}e}S e a}eEaID 


“OUIEIA “g ‘eEUljOeD YNOS “*G 
‘Ayonqwusy “p ‘opesojo9 "¢ 
‘puejs] epoyy “Z ‘sesuewy “T 


reouewy jo sedeys pewun - 


‘Tb osed uo sieodde 
‘zoejAem ‘piomzzng aul 


yriah 


Age 12, New Mexico 


orNburg What do you 


heart. Dacae <>) 


Ledlos Who did the little bird marry? Her tweet- 


Age 8, Florida 


Ke isten 


call a girl who always carries an encyclopedia in her pocket? Smarty Pants. 


Age 10, Connecticut 


HELP! 


Dear American Girl, 
I just made lots of prank calls 
with my friend. I asked my 
mom if the numbers that you 
call are on the phone bill. She 
said yes. What should I do? 
Guiliz/ 
Gulp! Tell your mom about the calls 
so she’s not surprised if they show 
up on the phone bill. She may be 
more understanding than you 
think. Kids have been making 
prank calls for almost as long as 
there have been telephones, and 
she may even have made a few as 
a girl herself! But the next time 
you’re tempted to take part in a 
“harmless” prank, ask yourself this 
question: will | be ashamed or 
embarrassed if someone finds out? 
If the answer’s yes, don’t do it! 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
My best friend went away to 
camp for two weeks. I sent her 
ten letters and she sent me 
zero. Inever want to speak to 
her again. 
ANGRY ¢ Confused 
Ten letters! You must have been 


lonely for your friend. She should 


have written at least one letter 
back. But try to understand. Camp 


is busy from sunup to sundown, 


and your friend may barely have 
had time to read letters, let alone 
write them! Now that she’s home, 
ask to hear about everything you 
missed while she was gone. Once 
you’re chatting again like old 
times, that empty mailbox will be 
just a memory. 

5 
Dear American Girl, 
My friend spread a really gross 
rumor. When the person found 
out, he was angry and asked 
who started it. My friend point- 
ed to me and said, “She did!” Is 
she really my friend? 


This girl probably thinks she’s 


your friend. But she didn’t have 


the courage to admit her mistake. 
So she blamed whomever was 
handy—and it happened to be 
you! You’re the only one who can 
decide whether someone who 
betrays you this way is someone 
you want as a friend. Did she 
admit she was wrong and 
apologize to you? Is she usually 
trustworthy? If so, think about 
forgiving her. If not, watch out! 
The next time your friend is in hot 
water, she’ll need someone to 
blame again, and it could be... 
guess who? 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
I’m 12 and I get too homesick to 
spend the night at someone’s 
house. I feel like I’m missing 
out on a lot. Can you help? 


When you’re invited to a sleepover, 
let the host know ahead of time 
that you get homesick, so you 
won't be spending the night. Then 
arrange for a parent to pick you up 
just before most girls at the party 
are snuggling into their bags to 
sleep. About the only thing you’ll 


miss will be the snores. 
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MORE HELP 


Dear American Girl, 
I'm very, very afraid of bees. 
I once cried when one was 
chasing me. I get really shaken 
up about this. What should I do? 
FE Mbarrasced 
To discourage bees from bugging 
you, don’t use scented shampoo or 
lotion if you’re going to be outside. 
And stay away from open cans of 
soda or juice. Bees and wasps love 
these sweet treats! If a bee does 
come neat, stay calm, keep still, 
and don’t try to shoo it away. You 
say that’s impossible when a bee 
is nuzzling your nose? Then get up 
v-e-r-y slowly, and quietly walk 
away. Eventually that bothersome 
bee will just buzz off! 

> 
Dear American Girl, 
Ihave a lot of friends, but I’ve 
never had a best friend. I 
always seem to be second 
on the list. 
It’s wonderful to feel special. So it 
may seem like the only friends that 
matter are “best” friends. That’s 
just not true! Girls who single out 


just one person may miss chances 


AMERICAN GIRL 


to have lots of friends as you do. 


Focus on being the best friend you 
can to everyone you’re pals with, 
and your friendships will continue 
to deepen. One day, you'll find that 
many of your friends are “best” 
friends—and that you’re special to 
each for a different reason. 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
My sister and I always get in 
fights. We tell each other to stop, 
but it leads to the next fight! 
Mech! 
Next time you feel a fight coming 
on, instead of telling your sister to 
stop, tell yourself to stop. Say, 
“Nope! I’m going to solve this 
peacefully.” Then take a walk or 
find a quiet place to cool off. When 
you’re ready to talk calmly, offer 


your sister a compromise: “I'll 


watch your show if you let me pick 
next time.” It takes two to tussle. 
So if you change your ways, you 
may get your sister to change hers. 


x 


Advice from You 

“Want to take lessons but - 
your parents won’t let you? 
Here’s a way to prove you 
should take those lessons. 
1. Read up! Get books about 
the activity you want to try. 
2. Practice! Rent skates at 
a rink and practice spins. 
Tap-dance on a tile floor. 
3. Talk to your parents! Tell 
them how much you’ve 


practiced and read up. If they 


see how seriqus you are, you 


have a chance of getting your 
lessons!” 


Anne Hugs 


Age 11, Florida 


Need advice? Write: 


Help! 


AmericanGirl 


8400 Fairway Place 
Middleton, WI 53562 


Yosemite Valley from Glacier Point, by William Hahn, 1874 


Imagine a huge new dazzling world before your eyes. 


You’ve always dreamed about traveling, and now 
at last you are! You and your parents are having 
the adventure of your lives this summer of 1874. 

A few years ago, it would have taken weeks to 
cross the country by stagecoach. But you and 
your parents went from Omaha, Nebraska, to 
California in just five days—on the train! By day, 
your Pullman car compartment was homey, with 
a sofa and armchairs. At night, the chairs turned 
into a cozy bed and the movement of the train 
rocked you to sleep. You spent hours staring 
out the train windows. You never knew the 


country you live in was so big—or so beautiful. 

Early this morning you joined a group of other 
tourists for the long, dusty ride to this spot. Now, 
standing before the deep, silent Yosemite valley, 
you beg your mother for the binoculars. Through 
the lenses, a distant waterfall looks close enough 
to touch, but without them it’s just a faraway 
silver flash. Everything is so huge—the sky, the 
mountains stretching as far as you can see, the 
towering pines. Someday, you promise yourself, 
you'll see it all, the whole vast, surprising, 
wonderful country called America. % 
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Meet Josefina! 
The premier story about the newest American Girl 


Gear Up for School 


Bright ideas to make this school year great 


f) Have a Ha-Ha-Halloween Party 


f A frighteningly funny party for you and your friends 


- Paint Your Face 
Halloween makeup ideas—and easy costumes to go with them 


Photo: Mike Walker Styling: Cindy Neberz 
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